
TheHiftemof 

fomeliking,I /hall be out ofheart /hortly,& then I Hiall h aue 
ftrengthto repent. And I hauenot forgotten vvhatthe infidel 
a Church is made of, I am a Pepper corne, a brewers horfe ? |° 

infideofaChurch. Company, villanous company hath be- 

thelpoyleofmc. Ullc 

Bar. Strlohn, you are fofretfiiUjyoa cannot liuelon° 

Fal. Why there is it; come, fing me a bawdy Song, m'aken 
merry; I was as vertuoufly giuer., as a Gentleman need to be^ 
vertuous enough, fwore little*, dic’d not abouefeauen times*’ 
weeke, went to Bawdy houfe not abouc once in a quarter ofV 

hoare, paidcmoney that I borrowed there or fouretimes,liued 

well, and in good compafte; and now I liue out of all order out 
ofcompafte, Ul 

Bar. Why, you are fo fatte, Sirlehn, that you rauft needes be 
out of all compaire: out of all rcafonable compaftfe, Sir John. 

Fal. Doc thru amend thy face,& lie amend my life .• thoVart 
our Adrairall,thou beared the Lanteme in the Poope, but twin 
the Nofe of thee,thou art theKingof the burnsnglampe, 

Bar . Why Sir John , my face does you no harme. 

F * 1 ' No, llebe fworne, 1 make as good vfeof it, as many a 
man doth of a Deaths head, ora memento mori. I neuerleethv 
face but I thinke vpon hell fire, and Dwes that liued inPurple: 
for there he is in his Robes burning, burning. If theu u ertany 
way g.ue to venue, I would fweare by thy face ; my oath fliculd 
be,Bj this fire y that sGods AngelSut thou art alt oget her si tie ouer- 
and wert indeede. but for rhelight in thy face, the Sunne ofvt- 
ier darkenelfe. Vvhen thourunft vp Gads-hill in the night, to 
eaten my Horfe,if I did notthinkethatthou hadft been an Ims 
Jatms, or a bal ofwild-fire there’s no purchafe in Money. O thou 
art aperpetuallTryumph^nd cuerhffing Bone-fire-light, thou 
haft faued meathoufand Markesin Linkes and Torches,walk. 
ing with thee m the night betwixt Tauerne & Tauernc : But the 
Sackethat thou haft drunke me,woulo haue bought me Lights 
as good che^, as tfje deareft Chandlers in SSropf.l hauc main- 

SSI- 8t ' Sa, ^ a " derof yot-'ts ) with fire. any time this two and 
ihirtfeyearfs .* God rev ard me for it. 

.ff-w Zlnud, I would my face were in yourbelly. 

i al. Godamcrcy,fo /hculdl belure to be heart- burnt!. 





Henry the Fourth. 

now, dame Tartlet the Hen, haue you enquired 
H o mckt my Pocket f Enter hofl . 

sir John, what do you thinke, Sir Iohn! do you think 
i kpeoetheeues in my houfe, 1 haue fearcht, I haue enquired,!© 
az my husband, man by man, boy by boy, feruant by leruant ; 
l . rjoht of a haire was neucrloftin my houfe bd ore. 
tn Fa /.Ye lie Hoftelfc, Bardol was lhau’d, and loft many a haire : 
and lie befvvornc my Pocket was pickt : goeto, you are a wo- 

m Swho I? I defie thee : Gods light, I was neper cald fo in 

roirfc owne houfe before* 

Fal. Goeto, I know you wellenough, 

Hof. No, Str John, you doe not know me, Sir Iohn , I know you 
S trlebny you oweme money Strlohn, & now you picke a quar- 
rell to beguile me of it; I bought you a dozen of Shirtes to your 
bseke* 

Fal. Doulas, filthy Doulas : 1 haue giuen them away to Bakers 
wiues', they haue made Boulters of them. 

Hof Now as I am a true woman, Hohand of vnj.s. an ell : you 
owe money heere bolides, Sir him, for your diet, and by drink- 
ings, and mony lent youj-xxiiij. pound. 

Fal. He had his part of it,kt him pay. 

Hof. He? alas he is poore, he hath nothing. 

Fai. How* poore? looke vpon his race: What caliyou rich? 
let them coine his Nole, let them coine his cheek es, lie not p ay 
adenyer ; what, willy ou make a younker of me ? (hall I not take 
mineeafe in mine Inne, but 1 /hail haue my pocket pickt ? 1 haue 
loft a /Vale Ring of my Grandfathers worth f ortje maike. 

He/. O Iefu, 1 haue heard the Prince tell him, I know not how 
oft, that that Ring was Copper. _ . 

pal. How- the Prince \s a lacke, a fr cate-cup ■' Zbloud and hsc 
were here, I would cudgel him like a Dog, if he wetud /ay /o 
Enter the Prince marching, and Falflaljfe meets htm 
Playing onhisTrmchtonhkea Fife. 

Fat. How now Lad, is the wind in that dooreyfaithj ' 

Mu.lt we all march ? 

Bar . Yea, two and two ; Newgate faihicn. 

Ho/. My Lord, I pray you heave me. 
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